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the usual* leaving age, there must be some niche
that she could fill.

This morning she had realised that something
unusual was happening. This morning, which
was the Jay after her eighteenth birthday. The
Mother* had ultimately called her into the little
room where she sat at the desk which had no
ornamentation, in the big chair with no carving.

"There are things that I must tell you, about
yourself," said the Mother quietly,

" I have been wanting to know them so long,"
Doreen answered.

She had sat down on the little stool before the
desk, where she had sat as a little girl time after
time, and had listened to the Mother talking, and
had watched that lovely emotionless face, in which
there was something of true beauty, a goodness
which is of the soul.

" I am ready to hear/' she said.

The Mother went back to the day when the
child had come to the convent, only just able to
talk, and certainly not able to remember. They
had had a letter about her. It seemed that she
had been fostered out since birth, with an old
nurse, who lived in a village in a mountain pass.
The old nurse had been a worthy old woman, and
good, then suddenly she had been taken ill. Other
arrangements had to be made for the little girl
in her charge.

Her mother had brought her here.

"I thought that I had no mother?" she chal-
lenged the Mother Superior. She had always be-
lieved that her parents were dead, that, and that
alone could, she felt, explain the fact that she was